The mo ft lamentable Tragedie 



wit, wilt thou not Iule ? A nd by my holy dam , the pretie wretch (eft 
crying.and 'fed I: to fee now how a leaf fhttll come about : I warrant , 
and / foul dime a thoufandyearesf neuer Jbould forget it : wilt thou 
not lule quoth he i and pretie fooleitjUnted^ndfed I. 

Old La. Inough of this, 1 pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Yes Madamyet I cannot chu/e but laugh , to thinhe it 
jhottld leans crying,and fay 1: andyet I warrant it hadvpon it brow, a 
bump as big as ayoung Coder els flone: a pcritlous knocks, and it cryed 
bitterly. Yea quoth my husband, falljl vpon thy face , thou wilt fall 
backward when thou cetnmcf to age wilt thou wot Iule Itjlinted, 
and fed I. ■ 

Iuli. And flint thou too,I pray thee Nurfe, fay I. 

Nurfe. Peace Ihaue donet Godniarke thee too his grace , thou 
wajltheprettieft babe that ere I nurjl , and l might hue to fee thee 
married once, I haue my wijh. 

Old La. Marne, that marrie is the very theamc 
I came to talke of,tell me daughter Iuliet^ 

How ftands your difpofitioriito Remarried? 

Iuliet. Itisanhourethatl dreamenotof. 

Nurfe. esfn hour e; were not 1 thine onelyNurfef would fay. thou 
hadfl fuckt wifedome from thy teate. 

Old La. Well thinke of marriage now,yonger then you 
Here in Verona, Ladies of efleeme. 

Arc made alreadie mothers by my count. 

I was your mother, much vpon thefe yeares 
That you are now a maide,thus then in btiefe: 

The valiant Paris feckcs you for his loue. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady, Lady, fuch a man as all the world. 
Why hees a man ofwaxe. . . ... _ ' 

Jeftnas Sommer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay hees a flower ,in faith a very flower. 

Old La. What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 

This night you (hall behold him at our feaft, 

Ucade ore the volume of young Parts face, 

\ And 


of Romeo and Juliet. 

And find delight, writ there with bewties pen, 

Examine euery married liniament. 

And feehowonean other lends contents 
And what obfeurde in this faire volume lies, 

Finde written in the margeant of his e y«j 
This preciousbooke of loue, this vnbound louer, 

To bewtifie him,oneIy lacks a Couer. 

The fifli hues in thefea, and tis much piide 
For faire without the faire, withm to hide: 

That booke in roanies ey es doth fharc the glone 
That in gold clafpes locks in the golden {tone: 

So {hall you fharc all that he doth polictle, 

By hauing him, making your felfe no leflc. 

Nurfe. No lefTc.riay bigger vvomcn grow by men. 

Old La, Speake briefly, can you like of ‘Tarts loue. 

Juli. lie lookc to like, if looking liking moue. 

Butnomoredeepcwilllendartmine eye, 0 . . 

Then your confent giucs flrength to makefile. Enter Seruwg . 

Ser. Madam the guefts are come,fuppcrfcru d vp,you cald, 
my young Lady askt for, the Nurfe curft in the Pantnc, ande- 
tierie thing in extremitie : 1 muft hence to wait , 1 befcech you 
follow ftraight. 

Mo. We follow thee, Iuliet the Countie ltaies. 

Nur. Go gvrlc,feeke happie nights to happie dayes. • 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Benuolio,wv/i fee or fixe other 
Maskers , torchbearers. 

Romeo. What fhall this fpeech be fpoke for ourexcufc? • 
Or {hall we on without appologie? . 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitic, 

Weele haue no hudwinckt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crowkeeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Weele meafure them a meafure and be gone- 
%om. Giue me a torch, I am not for this ambling, 
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